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HAYMARKET. 


Or the general business at this estab- 
lishment, we may merely remark, 
that Knowles’s new play of The Rose 
of Arragon, (with Mr. and Mrs C, 
Kean as the principal characters) 
continues to be played four times a 
week, and that Mr. Farren and Mrs, 
Nesbitt shine as stars every evening. 
The latest novelty is the successful 
debit of Mr O'Neil, as a represent- 
ative of Irish characters, who on 
Tuesday week appeared as Doctor O’ 
Toole, in the IrishTutor. On account 
of the number of clacqueurs that 
thronged the house on that occasion, 
we forbore to notice the debutant in 
our last number, but having had a 
subsequent opportunity of judging 
of Mr. O'Neil’s qualifications, we 
feel bound to speak in the warmest 
terms of his acting, and welcome 
him as a nee | successor to the 
ill fated Power. Mr. O'Neil is no 
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half-and-half Irishman; he has the 
brogue and the manners, the rich 
and gentlemanly tone which makes 
the Irish accent so irresistible, and 
pleasant to English ears ; and withal 
a neat figure, and an abundance of 
genuine comic hamour. Most of 


-his points are admirable—one in par- 


ticular we must notice in common 
with some of our contemporaries, 
and that is the utter confusion of his 
look, when he is detected in mak- 
ing love to the housemaid ; the gra- 
dual recovery of his impudence, and 
the plausibility of his manner when 
endeavouring to explain the cause of 
his being found in such an indeco- 
rous position, was equal to anything 
that Power ever did. He failed as a 
singer, for he lacks voice in that res- 
pect; but the deficiency is in some 
degree compensated by his hornpipe 
dancing, which is all that we can 
wish. Mr. O'Neil will doubtless re- 
main attached to the London boards. 
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GERMAN OPERA. 


genots by Meyerbeer, has at length 
been produced, and ina style that 


does infinite credit to the manage- | 
We have on several occasions | 


ment. 
had to notice the disgraceful style in 
which the master-pieces of Germany 
have been produced in this country ; 
so that we are glad—and it is a duty 
we owe to the public—to notice this 
great improvement. It would be 


idle to deny the wonderful merits of | 


the great performers who impersonate 


the different characters in the Opera, | 


and yet we doubt its thorough suc- 
cess. Real lovers of music will dis- 
cover many beauties, and will listen 
to the bold and daring instrumenta- 
tion, to the solemn bursts of choral 


harmony, and to the many concert- | 


ed pieces and splendid finales; but 


the multitude may find—and this we | 


fear—that even five acts of splendid 
music may be too much of a good 
thing. In fact, on Monday night, 


the entré acts were so intolerably | 


long as to cause a great deal of dis- 
satisfaction, which 
pelled by the great exertion of the 
performers when the curtain drew 
up. If the opera is condensed, and 
the entré acts shortened, we doubt 
not that Les Hugenots will be the 
greatest triumph the German compa- 
ny have yet achieved. 

This Opera was composed by Mey- 
erbeer for the Acadimie Royale de 
Musique, of Pris, and was per- 
formed at that theatre on the 29th 
of February, 1836; the principal 
varts being entrusted to Mesdames 
Falcon and Dorus Gras, and M, M, 
Mourrit and Levapeur. The prin- 
cipal parts are here entrusted to De- 
moiselle Lutzer, Macame Heinfetter, 
M. M. Breiting, Staudigl and Mel- 
linger, a most excellent cast, and 
one defying competition. Demoi- 
selle Lutzer is the prima donna from 
Vienna, and possesses a most beau- 
tiful voice, sweet, expressive, and 
full of melody, It is cultivated to 


Pax long promised opera of Les Hu- | 


was only dis- | 
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the utmost ; she performs the most 
difficult passages with the greatest 
ease and finish; no praise is too high 
for the beautiful style in which this 
gifted vocalist executes the charming 
morecaux in the second act. In a 
subsequent duet with Herr Breiting, 
she shone with at least as much brilh- 
ancy, and delighted the whole house 
by pouring forth a gush of the live- 
liest and purest melody : in fact, the 
execution is faultless, and her recep- 
tion most enthusiastic. It was a 
gratifying sight, to see Tersiani join- 
ing in the applause which greeted 
this exceedingly beautiful singer. 
Madame Steeckel Heinfetter person- 
ated the heroine, Valentine, and act- 
ed with high dramatic effect. Her 
singing was pathetic and re} lete with 
feeling and energy. Herr Breiting is 
a most powerful tenor, and possesses 
a falsetto of uncommon sweetness 
and compass, which he manages 
with uncommon skill and expression . 
His part is most arduous, and his 
, exertions, both in singing and acting, 
are highly praiseworthy, the more so 
| as we understand he had not been 
more ihan a week studying this most 
difficult music. Herr Staudigl, as 
the old Protestant servant, Marcel, 
deserves our unqualified praise. He 
| imparts a stern solemnity to the cha- 
| racter; and his broad, fine choral 
| singing offered a fine contrast to the 
| gay and vivacious drinking choruses 
| of the nobles in the first act. The 
| minor partof St. Bres, father to Va- 
| lentine, was very adequately played 
| by Massinger, who led the fine cho- 
| rus in the grand scene where the Ca- 
, tholic nobles organize the impending 
St. Bartholomew's massacre. This 
chorus is pronounced by musical 
connoiseurs to be the gem of the O- 
pera. ‘The choruses were exceeding- 
| ly perfect, and their acting was dis- 
tinguished by unity of purpose and 
| characteristic grouping. The scene- 
ry, although not new, (announced 
however as such—this is some of ma- 
nager Bunn's usual humbugging) is 
appropriate, and the dresses elegant 
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and costly. We would advise this 
termination of the opera, the slaugh- 
ter of the Hugenots, be better attend- 
ed to. On Monday evening, it turn- 
ed outa broad farce instead of adeep | 
tragedy, and the artillery went off | 
some quarter of an hour before the 
performance terminated. 

There was perhaps never known 
a greater number of foreign artists, 
singers, and professors of music as- 
sembled together in London at one 
and the same period of the year, as 
during the present season. We will 
endeavour to enumerate them—pluce 
aux dames.—Mesdames_ Rachel, 
Persiani, Frezzolini, Poggi, Mol- 
tini, Grisi, Steeckel Heinfetter, Lut- 
zer, Schodel, Cerito, Guy Stephen. 
Messrs. Mendelsohn, Thaiberg, Perk- 
hert, Russi, Molique, Hautmann, 
Parish Alvars. Cavallini, Lablache, 
F, Lablache, Rubini, Ranconi, Ma- 
rio, Guarco, Duprez, Staudigl, Brei- 
ting, Rouffe, Dobler, &c. &c. 








SURREY. 
Tue equestrian performances here, 
have once more given way to Opera. 
Mr. Batty and his stud have de- 
parted, and Miss Romer, Mr. Serle, 
Mr. Leffler, Mr. Harrison, and Mr. 
G. Stansbury have been introduced 
to please the varying taste of the Sur- 
ry lieges; and as regards the attend- 
ance for the first week, the change 
has been advantageous, but whether 
it will continue so, remains to be 
seen, for to say truth, we believe the 
scarcity of money is beginning to be 
felt here as elsewhere. La Sonnam- 
bula has been played here during the 
week, with Miss Romer as Amina, 





Mr. Serle as Liza, Mr. Leffler as Ru- 
dolpho, and Mr. Harrison as Elvino, | 
The cast is a good one, and the mu- 
sic and singing has been warmly ap- 
preciated. A ballet entitled the pu- | 
pil of Love, in which two very ex- | 
cellent dancers from the Italian Ope- | 
ra figured, passed off with eclat ; 

Jack in the Water, imported from 

the Olympic, with G. Wild as Jack, 
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and Miss E. Terry as Betty, has 
contributed to form a most interest - 
ing bill of fare. 


VICTORIA. 

A new, and we are informed a very 
interesting drama, has been pro- 
duced, under the title of The Dream 
Spectre, including Miss Vincent, 
Messrs. E. F, Saville, Dale, Gard- 
ner and Paul. Circumstances have 
prevented us attending the represen- 
tations at present, but we shall be 
prepared next week to givea descrip- 
tion of it. We may mention that 
Miss Martin has left the Surrey for 
this establishment, and that the 
transfer has been loudly welcomed 
by the Victoria gods. 





SADLER’S WELLS. 
Tue drama of the battle of Waterloo 
is filling the coffers of the treasury 
here, the house being crowded every 
night. We have given our opinion 
of the getting up ot this piece betore, 
and must repeat, it is highly credita- 
ble to the management; too much 
praise cannot be awarded to Seignor 
Hillier for his unabated perseverance 
in the managment of the equestrian 
department; also, for the varied per- 
formances in the circle, which are, 
we think, the greatest attraction of 
the evening—one scene, the Empress 
of Russia witnessing the evolutions 
of the troops, is an exquisite per- 
formance. Madame Hillier as the 
Queen, looked beautiful in her costly 
costume, and displayed great dexte- 
rity in the management of the horse 
she rode, a small cream-coloured 
one, a pet of Mr. Ducrow’s, is per- 
haps the most perfect in symmetry 
we ever saw ; his action is splendid, 
and the command that Mr. Hillier 
has over him, is beyond all credibi- 
lity. Le Petit Ducrow is applauded 
nightly for his daring and classical 
riding in various characters. This 
house now stands unrivalled, the 
Surry having unhorsed their per- 
formers, ; 
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Miss HELEN FAUCIT, anpb 
Mrs.W. H. BLAND. 


So long as a married actress retain- 
ing her maiden name, is injurious 


public has little to do with the mat- 
ter; but whenever it becomes pre- 
judicial to the interests of another, 
the practice ought to be discouraged 
and disallowed. These remarks are 
offered in consequence of Mrs. W. 
H. Bland having acted at Covent 
Garden Theatre during the winter as 
** Miss Faucit’—her designation 
when a maiden lady ;—she is now 
playing at the English Opera House 
under her assumed name; while Miss 
Helen Faucit (the only Miss Faucit 
on the stage) is fulfilling an engage- 
ment in the provinces. 

The mischief to Miss Helen Fau- 
cit is manifold; one or two instances 


- will serve to make our meaning 


clear. 

Mrs. Bland, though one of our 
best actresses, in her own depart- 
ment of the drama, is unquestiona- 
bly very inferior to her sister, and 
persons unacquainted with the truth 
of the matter, will receive through 
Mrs. Bland’s performances, an ina- 
dequate conception of Miss Helen 
Faucit’s high powers and _attain- 
ments. Her position in her profes- 
sion will be mistaken and under- 
valued if she be supposed to play at 
a minor theatre, and in parts in 
which she would not even be asked 
to make her appearance. It is to be 
hoped that these considerations have 
never presented themselves to Mrs. 
Bland, or she would, we are willing 
to believe, suffer no motive of per- 
sonal interest to weigh against the 








H. Bland may very safely stand upon | 


her own merits as an actress, which 
are such as to assure to her the high 
estimation of all who know how to 
value genuine talent. 


Tel | the warm weather. 
solely to her own reputation, the | 


obvipus justice of the case. Mrs. W. | share in the labours. 


JOURNAL. 


COUNTRY THEATRICALS. 
From our Correspondents. 


Epinsurcu.—Adelphi: Messrs. Cony 
and Blanchard still continue to at- 
tract good houses, notwithstanding 
Mr.Blanchard is 
playing the part of an Ourang Ou- 
tang, climbing from the stage to the 
gallery, and running along with great 
swiftness. His postures are also very 
clever. The dogs, too, have come 
in for their share of applause. The 
facetious manager has just issued a 
placard which, while it is only a wit. 
ty allusion to the success of his ca- 
nine performers, is, unfortunately, 
but too true in its application to the 
majority of people in business. Many 
an ominous shake of the head is given 
as the citizens read on the walls of 
their city, in large blue letters— 
* Everybody is going to the Dogs.” 
Truly, these are indeed the dog-days 
to tradesmen. 

LiverPpooLt.—The drama of Maxi- 
mums and Speciments of William 
Muggins is having a successful run. 
The moral of this piece is to show 
that by industry and perseverance 
success is certain, while vice and idle- 
ness must meet with their deserts in 
ruin. Mr. G. Vandenhoff and Mrs. 
Warner have been playing here. 





Mrs. W. H. SEGUIN, anpb Miss 
BRUCE WYATT’S CONCERT. 


Tue annual morning concert of these 
two distinguished ladies took place 
last week, and was attended by a 
most numerous and fashionable au- 
dience, attracted together by one of 
the best programmes of the season. 
The two fair bénificiares were ex- 
ceedingly well received, and each 
of them took a very considerable 
Mr. Seguin, 
who was a pupil, and is now a pro- 
fessor of the Royal Academy of Mu- 
sic, sings with great execution and 
pathos, and possesses a pleasing but 
not powerful voice. Mr. W. H. Se- 
guin is much improved in — of 
tone. Miss Wyatt sang a ballad, 
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‘* The memory of the past,” very 
sweetly. Madame Caradori Allan 
sang in her most charming and fas- 
cinating manner, several favourite 
compositions, and was admirably 
supported in a duet of Bellini’s by 
Mario, who was in excellent voice. 


He introduced Schubert’s ballad of | 


“ Ave Maria,” which he sang wiih 
exquisite taste. Mr, Hobbs sang his 
new prize canzonet, “* When Lubin 
sings,’ with taste and expression ; 
and Miss Hawes sang a ballad of her 
own composition, with that pathos 
which distinguishes her style. But 
perhaps the greatest feature of the 


entertainment, was the magnificent | 


playing of Thalberg on the Piano, 
and Alvar on the Harp. 
Corelli, was but indifferently played 
by Hatton and Stowel and was re- 
ceived very coldly. We noticed the 
Duchess of Cambridge in the Royal 
box, and several families of distinc- 
tion were present 


DEATH OF MR. YATES. 
Soon after the arrival of the Bir- 
mingham train on Tuesday last, Mr. 
Yates who had been a passenger was 
taken suddenly unwell and expired in 
a short period after. It will be re- 
membered that he broke a blood-ves- 
sel a few months back, and has never 
recovered so as to be able to attend 
to his professional duties. His first 
appearance on the London boards 
was at Covent Garden Theatre in the 
character of Iago, Nov. 7, 1818— 
was born in 1797. He was much 
respected and will be a great loss to 
the stage, having been a most inde- 
fatigable manager at the Adelphi for 
many years. 


DRAMATIC NOTINGS. 
No. 13. 

Rachael’s Opinion of Macready. 
RacuakL, it is well known, has been, 
when in England, a constant spec- 
tator of our tragedian’s efforts, and 
is one of his most enthusiastic ad- 
mirers, in consequence of which, a 
warm intimacy has sprung up be- 
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tween them. After returning from 
witnessing one of his performances, 
she, with the delight of a truly gen- 


| erous mind, exclaimed, ** His fame 


will be immortal.” DELTA. 


TO NATURE. 


There’s magic in the rustling grove ; 
The rivulet’s course hath charms, 
The herds which on the mountains rove 
Are reared in Nature’s arms. 
The birds and insects of the air 
Each its loud joy gives vent; 
The music of each feathered pair 
Tells praise for blessings sent. 
The timbered forest’s sombre shade 
Which shelters man and beast ; 
A covering there on purpose made 
For greatest and fog least. 
The flowers of theenamelled glade, 
Soft footcloth form for man, 
(No artist such a carpet made) 
Aud boughs his forehead fan 
The daisy rears its little head, 
And peeps towards the skies 
As if its wonder there it lead 
To gaze where heaven lies. 
Perfection’s universal grace 
Invites our wondering view, 
Go where we will we must but trace 
Things admirable, great, and new. . 
O Nature what a Lord art thou! 
What glorious gifts are thine! 
The sweetest blossoms deck thy brow, 
Majestic, grand, divine! 
IsapeLta WILtiaMs. 
TO TIME. 
Time! time! fly with a swifter pace; 
The hours are sad we worldlings trace 
On thy dial which chronicles life; 
Speed round—speed round the earth-born’s 
doom ; 
Oh! swect is the knell which tells of the 
tomb, 
For there we’re free from worldly strife. 
Sramrorb. 


ANTONIA, THE VICTIM OF PASSION, 


Written expressly for this Work. 


“*¢ Henry,’ cried she, ‘ let us think 
of our farewell meeting.’ 

““*No! no! Antonia, not yet,’ I 
entreated on my knees and crouch- 
ed at her feet; ‘think not of parting. 
Forgive me.’ . 

*“* Ah,’ said she, ‘ ’tis too late!’ 
and her whole frame trembled. * My 
heart is seared and choked up with 
despair. 1 cannot, dare not, believe 
your protestations. Be merciful, 
Henri, and spare me.’ 
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This mixture of sorrow and 
calm melancholy, alarmed me more 
than violence of passion. Antonia 
perceived my feelings, and at once 
assumed a placid resignation—a se- 
raphic expression. She touched the 
chords of a lyre, and suffered her 
fingers to wander negligently over 
the instrument, till at length she 
broke out into a wild and melancho- 
ly strain, in which the word ‘ Adieu’ 
was often repeated. 

“*T was bursting with anguish, 
and covered my face with my hands 
to conceal my tears. 

““* Oh! Antonia,’ said I, choked 
with emotion, ‘ Spare me—you will 
drive me mad.’ 

‘* She continued to sing. 

“* Antonia! dearest Antonia, for- 
bear ; your song drives daggers into 
my heart.’ 

“** A fair exchange for my broken 
one,’ replied she. 

*“* At last she ceased, and drew a 
small round table to her side, on 
which were two cups, which she 
filled with coffee. ‘ See here,’ cried 
she, ‘ I have prepared coffee for us, 
the last cup of happiness we shall 
taste together ;—turn the table rapid- 
ly round without spilling anything,’ 

** T obeyed her strange command 
—I knew that Antonia was supersti- 
tious, and that many actions of her 
life were dictated by what she called 
destiny ;—I was therefore, rejoiced 
to find that I had whirled the table 
round several times without injury. 

** © How fortunate!’ exclaimed I, 
‘I have broken nothing, and the 
cups are quite full, surely this is a 
good omen—fortune has befriended 
us.’ 

“* One of us, interrupted the 
Marchioness. She took one of the 
cups, and drained it to the last drop. 
I took the other, and followed her 
example. Antonia then laid her fan 
upon her hands, and kept her dark, 
lustrous eyes intently fixed on mine 
without speaking. This silence was 
awful. 

‘“‘ My heart beat rapidly ;—it was 





| the only sound that broke through 


the desolation of the apartment. A 
thousand dismal thoughts shot 
through my brain.—I grew dizzy 
with fear—I had a presentiment of 
some horrible catastrophe, and at 
length faltered out, 

““* Antonia! what means this mys- 
tery—why do you gaze thus earnest- 
ly—why do you not speak ?’ 

“* T am thinking of the past,’ re- 
plied she, ‘ when my life was one of 
felicity and charm, and yours a tri- 
umph. Suffering and pain is now 
my lot, and I am going through its 
ordeal. You cannot know my an- 
guish’ 

** « And think you that Ido not 
suffer ?’ said I. 

‘* She made no answer, but be- 
came deadly pale. 

“* Good God!’ exclaimed I, ‘ you 
are in pain, what ails you?’ and I 
hurried to the bell-rope. 

“¢It is useless,’ said she with a 
bitter smile, ‘ no one will hear, there 
is not a single domestic at the Villa, 
they have all left by my orders; we 
are alone, Henry! perfectly alone; 
it was my desire.’ 

“* Her voice gurgled in her throat, 
and she clenched my arm like a vice 
and clasped me round the waist, 
dragging me from the bellerope. It 
was a terrible struggle. I extricated 
myself from her grasp, and flew to 
the door. 

‘“« « That too is useless,’ exclaimed 
the Marchioness, ‘ all the doors are 
barred outside, and locked within, 
and the keys I have concealed. We 
are both prisoners,—You my guest, 
and one of us the victim of this fu- 
ture sepulchre.’ 

* T was horror-struck at the mys- 
tery of her words, and dreaded the 
worst. My anguish increased mo- 
mentarily ; I tried the doors ; I spent 
my whole strength in the vain at- 
tempt to force them. | then tried 
the windows, but they were barred. 
I tore down the curtains, burst open 


| the casements, and screamed for 


help! My voice echoed through the 
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forest. 
the sofa, and putting her arm round 
my neck, said with earnestness, 

“* Listen to me, Henry, and do 


The Marchioness drew me to 


not interrupt me. Remember that 
on this spot you swore to love me for 
ever, that nothing but death should 
separate us ; I believed those protes- 
tations ;—those words spoken in idle 
moments shall prove a fearful reali- 
ty! 

ye 1 could not speak; I had not 
strength to interrupt her—all appear- 
ed to mea hideous dream. Donna 
Antonia continued:—* You have 
changed my nature—I am not what 
Iwas. I cannot bear a separation 
from you in this world. I cannot 
enjoy life with the knowledge of 
your being in the arms of another ; 
and you do not deserve happiness 
for your perfidy. I have therefore 
chosen death for one of us,’ 

** * Why not both ?’ exclaimed I, 
the fearful reality rushing into my 
soul. 

““* No! I could not do that,’ re- 
plied she, * I trusted to fate, and 
inade you the arbiter of our destiny 
—one of the cups was poisoned, I 
knew not which.’ 

‘« This then was the farewell meet- 
ing to which I had been introduced. 
It was a duel of certain death be- 
tween a perjured lover and his guilty 
victim. I shook with horror, and 
the blood froze in my veins. 

‘“** We shall see who will depart 
first,’ exclaimed she, ‘ the victim 
will soon be known.’ 

“*« ] know it already,’ exclaimed 
I, ‘ ’tis yourself.’ 

“* Oh! thank God,’ and she fell 
upon her knees, her eyes sparkling 
with an indescribable expression. 

‘“* T again threw myself against the 
door, knocked with redoubled vio- 
lence, and screamed for succour, but 
no one auswered. All was silent as 
the grave, save the gasps and moans 
of my victim who was kneeling at 
my feet, her dark tresses mingling 
with the flowers crushed with the 
fearful struggle between life and 
death. 
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““ [then flew to the window, and 
filled the air with my cries; my ac- 
cents of terror and despair were 
drowned by the wind, which was 
howling through the forest. The 
solitude was merciless; death was 
inevitable—no assistance could be 
procured, lIrejoined Antonia, who, 
half reclining on a couch, seemed to 
breathe an atmosphere of love and 
delight. It was a melancholy sight, 
to witness this beautiful woman sur- 
rounded by voluptuous luxuries, 
dying in the midst of youth, love, 
and happiness, Her bosom heaved 
with agony, and her features became 
distorted with pain,—the poison was 
making rapid strides. 

To be continued. 





Chit Chat. 

A widow of the name of Rugg, having 
taken Sir Charles Price for a second hus- 
band, and being asked by a friend how 
she liked the change, replied, * Oh! I 
have sold my old rug for a good Price.” 


Dep:edations having been committed 
some years since upon the Park Theatre, 
(New York) the ‘ properties man’ was in 
great distress; one evening Kemble was 
to play Hamlet, and their only remain- 
ing skull, was the well known pyrotech- 
nic automaton, appertaining to the incan- 
tation scene in Der Freischutz, and with 
which there was danger of ignition. In 
his dilemma, he flew to Dr. Barto!o's, and 
begged the loan of a skull for one night 
only. From his cabinet of curiosities, he 
produced a cranium, which served for the 
* grave scene,’ and was returned the day 
following. Hud any person present known 
whose voice had once spoken within those 
fieshless bones, whose eyes had once 
flashed in those empty sockets, there 
would have been a sensation throughout 
the house. The skull thus unwittingly 
held up to an unconscious audience, was 
the bona-fide caput of a Yorick, had 
Charles Kemble known—it was the skull 
of George Frederick Cooke! 


No money is better spent than that 
which is laid out for domestic satisfaction, 
A man is pleased if his wife is dressed as 
well as other people, and the wife is pleas- 
ed if she is dressed. 
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Io a large party Dr. Parr had been en- 
deavouring to hammer an argument into 
the convictions of an auditor, who replied, 
when he ceased speaking, * I donot quite 
understand your object; but, as far as 
can comprehend it, I can only say, that 
my mind refuses to receive the impression 
you would give it.” “ Why, then sir,” 
lisped the doctor, “ I can only say, your 
head has the dullness of lead, without its 
malleability.” 

Mr. Hillier's fine stud of horses (late 
y angie are engaged for Vauxhall Gar- 

ens. 

The proprietors of the White Conduit 
Siloon have engaged the who'e of Mr. 
Batty’s stud; the first performance will 
take place on Monday week. 





Mdlle. Rachel is now a greater favourite 
than when she first visited this country— 
the houses are crowded in every part. 


A m:n named Stone exclaimed in a bar- 
room, “ 1’! bet I have the hardest name 
in the company.” ‘ Done,” said one of 
the company, ‘ what's your name ?” 
« Stone,”’ cried the first. “* Hand me the 
money ; my name's Harder.” 


It has often struck us, that there is a 
great resemblance between cooks and au- 
thors.—Cooks are often inflamed, the 
same with authors. Cooks often burn 
their fingers, so do authors when they at- 
tempt to roast a minister, or write a li- 
bellous letter. 

** Suppose you were lost in a fog,” said 
Lord C—to his noble relative the Mar- 
chioness——, ‘* What are you most like- 
ly to be 2” “ Mist of course,”’ replied 
her Ladyship. 

When Miss Paton, (now Mrs. Wood) 
was at Dublin, some years since, she had 
to sing in Handel's Oratorio of The Mes- 
siah, a certain bishop being present, was 
so struck with the extreme sensibility of 
her manner, that he could not help ejacu- 
lating loud enough to be heard, ** Wo- 
man, thy sins be forgiven thee.” 

Both the Sheffield Theatre, and the Li- 
ver Theatre at Liverpool are advertised to 
be let. 

Miss Egan, daughter of the author of 
Tom and Jerry, has joined the Lincoln 
company. 

Paul Bedford, Mr. Wright, and Mrs. 
Waylett have been starring at Leicester. 
They have been well received, but the 
want of money in the manufacturing dis- 
tricts has prevented their receipts being so 
large as they otherwise would. 
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Mario and Grisi will make a concert 

tour in the provinces as soon as the inter- 

esting event which keeps the lady from 
appearing at the Italian Opera, is over 

The French Plays at the Prince's Thea- 
tre, under the management of Mr. Mit- 
chell, have proved such an admirable 
speculation, that there can be no doubt 
they will be repeated next season. 

It is said that the income Mr. Wilson 
derives from his popular concert lectures, 
is more than treble his salary when enga- 
ged at the large theatres. 

Mr. Henry Wallack has entered on the 
management of the theatres lately held 
by Mr. Dowton, and intends opening the 
Rochester Theatre immediately for a short 
time 

The widow of the late Andrew Ducrow 
was safely delivered on Monday of a fine 

irl. 

; Mr. C. Montgomery, of Drury Lane, 

has become the Master of the performan- 

ces at the Bellevue Assembly Rooms, 

Margate. 

Mr. R. Honner, the indefatigable pro- 
prietor of Sadler's We'ls, is about to re- 
sume the management of the Surrey The- 
atre, as in the time of the late Mr. Da- 
vidge. 

TO CORRESPONDENTS. 

A native of Islington—We have made our 
researches, aud we find that Sadler’s Wells 
was built in the year 1765; but performan- 
ces took place prior to the erection of the 
Theatre, such as Rope-dancing, Poney 
racing, &c. 

W. Brown.—There are a variety of curiosi- 
ties to be seen at the India House; it is ne- 
cessary to getan order from a Director to 
view them. 

C. F.—A new ard elegant theatre was built 
at Leicester about eight years ago. 

J.C.—We have not heard anything to the 
contrary ; there is no doubt but Mr. Mac- 
ready will have the theatre again. 

Brutus.—Mr. Selby had the Dover theatre 
last, and we understand will have it again, 
We have no authority to say when it will 
open, 

A Detanithe, Yates had no part in 
Ten thousand a-year when it was first pro- 
duced. 

All communications for the Editor to be 
forwarded to the Printer, post paid. 
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